ACT IV, SCENE 4
SlR WiLFULL, MRS MlLLAMANT
Sir WiL Nays nay,, cousin, - I have forgot my gloves. -What d'ye do? 'Sheart, a'has lock'd the door indeed, I think. - Nay, Cousin Fainall, open the door - pshaw, what a vixen trick is this ? - Nay, now a'has seen me too, - Cousin, I made bold to pass through as it were -I think this door's enchanted -
Milla. [Repeating].
I prithee spare me, gentle Boy, Press me no more for that slight Toy.
Sir WiL Anan? Cousin, your servant.
Milla. - That Foolish Trifle of a Heart ~ Sir Wilfull!
Sir WiL Yes - your servant. No offence I hope, cousin.
Milla. [Repeating].
I swear it will not do its Party Tho* thou dost thine, employ'st thy Power and Art. Natural, easy Suckling!
Sir WiL Anan? Suckling? No such suckling neither, cousin, nor stripling; I thank heaven Pm no minor.
Milla. Ah rustic, ruder than Gothic.
Sir WiL Well, well, I shall understand your lingo one of these days, cousin, in the meanwhile I must answer in plain English.
Milla. Have you any business with me, Sir Wilfull ?
Sir WiL Not at present, cousin. - Yes, I made bold to see, to come and know if that how you were disposed to fetch a walk this evening, if so be that I might not be troublesome, I would have sought a walk with you.
Milla. A walk? What then?
Sir WiL Nay nothing - only for the walk's sake, thaf s all-
Milla. I nauseate walking; 'tis a country diversion, I loathe the country and everything that relates to it.